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their angry flood into the street, chasing Billaud and Collot before them. This last ran, beside himself, down the dark lane of the stables, followed by his clique, and gathering round him as he passed into the palace some few of the lower committee. They sprang, full of their defeat and insults, up the great staircase of the pavilion, and calling and reviling confusedly, broke into the room where the five were sitting.
Collot d'Herbois, ill-balanced, with his tortured face of anger and shame, threw out openly against St. Just all those words which had worked under the surface of so many minds for so long.
" They, the Committee, the whole Republic was oppressed. They could not breathe. There was a dictatorship, and it was even insolent. Here to-night in the crisis of their fortunes it had left them face to face with a child. Why was not Robespierre there to answer him ? Where was Couthon ? They were left with a boy, St. Just, to deal with; they were insulted wifch a child."
He would repeat the word, " a child, a child." It was the best insult he could find to pay back in their own coin the stings of the Jacobins.
St. Just's great beauty, his stature, his youth, his birth, were a power to him. He had risen when his enemies stumbled in, and had asked coldly, as though it was small talk, " what was on at the Jacobins." During the confused rush of words that poured from Collot, mingled with the interjections of the rest, St. Just remained standing. Then he sat down, as quietly, and took paper to draft what he had determined to say to the Convention in the morning, leaving on the other side of the table a small erect crowd that still criod and menaced, and that the remaining members of the great Committee half supported, half soothed into silence.
What scene was that which occupied the remaining hours ? The accounts are varied, the details confused., save when one or the other passed round             j
